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ordinary way. This was the only room which struck
a discordant note in the whole arrangement of the
house, for it was filled with sofas and chairs richly
lined in silk brocade, but got up in the* worst taste
of Tottenham Court Road. When we had finished
tea for the second time, I was taken to Mr. Asano,
who, having been told of my nationality, said that
Jamsetji Tata had been his personal friend. Later
on when the conversation turned upon Japanese
painting he pointed to the ceiling and said it took
him ten years to collect the square panels of which it
was composed as he had to have a hundred of the
best-known artists in Japan to paint them for him,
each painting but one square panel of it. That being
my second day in Japan, I was no end interested in
every little new thing I was shown and each quaint
custom I noticed at Mr. Asano's: still, for me the
real enjoyment of the evening lay in seeing once
again all the old familiar faces of the Tenyo Mam,
specially the one fondly-watched and dearly-
remembered face.

In the daily round of life we meet but seldom
people who from the first exchange of glances seem
to take strangely to us and for whom we in our turn
take a special and instantaneous liking ourselves.
And when for once and a wonder the happy coinci-
dence is brought about and we meet one of our
kindred souls and are happy in the consciousness
of mutual regard and affection, should circtuoastances
bring about the severance of the happy bond, we
fed in the anguish of the moment as if we were
deprived of the one pure joy of life which at all